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7he Cm 'tcall Hiftorte tf 

But wbilft this muddy vcfture of decay 
Doth grofly clofe it in,wc cannot heate it : 

Come hoe,and wake ^iam with a himne, 

W ith fwceteft tutches pcarcc your Miftres care, 
ptfwv And draw her home with Mufique^ Plaj Mnjiijue. 

Ifffi, I am never merry when I hcarc fweet Mulique. 

Lmren, The reafon is, your fpirits are aticntivc : 

For do but note a wilde and wanton heard, 

Or race of youthfull and unhandled Colts, 

Fetching mad bounds,beIlowing and neighing loucj, 

W hich is the hote condition of their blond, 

I f they but hcare perchance a trumpet found, 

Or any ayre of mulique touch their eares, 

You fliall pcrceavc them make a mutual! ftand. 

Their favage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze, 

By the fweet power of Mufique : therefore the Poet- 
' Did faine that Orfhens drew trees, ftones, and floods; 

Since naught fo flockifli hard^nd fuH of rage. 

But mufique for the time doth change his nature. 

The man that hath no muGqac in htmfdfe. 

Nor is not mov’d with concord of fweet founds. 

Is fit for treafons,ftratagems,and fpoiles. 

The motions of bis fpirit are dull as night, 

A nd his a ffedionS darke as T ttiebris •• 

Let iio fuch man be truflcd ; marke the mufique. 

Snter P ortia and Nerrijfa. 

Tor, That light we fee is burning in my hall ; 

How farre that little candle throwes his beames: 

$0 fltines a good deed in a naughty world. 
iVer. When the Moon /hone we did not fee the candle. 
For, So doth the greater glory dimmctheleflc, 

A firbftitutelhines brightly as a King, 

Untill a king be by,snd then his ftate 
Empties it felfc, as doth an inland brooke 
Into the maine of waters j mnficke harke. 

7(er. Itis.your mufickeMadameofthchcufc, 

Per. Nothing is good I fee without lefped. 

Me thinks it foiwds much Tweeter then by day. 


Ner.Si. 
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the Merchmtof P'enke, 

Her, Silence beftoyves that vertue on it Madam. 
per. The Crow doth fing as fweetly as the Larke, 
When neither is attended » and I thinke 
The Nightingale if flic fhould ling by day. 

When every Goofe is cackling, would be thought 

No better a Mufician then the Rcnne, 

How many things by feafon.fcafo^d are 
To the right praife,and true perfedion : 
peacc,how the Moonc fleeps with End$mm, 

And would no.t be awak'd. 

Xore».Thatisthevoyce, ^ 

0rIammuchdcceiv’d,ofPflr«4. i. , 1 ..- 

Pcr.He knows me as the blind man knows the cuckoe, 
Bythebadvoyce. 

Deere Lady welcome home. 

For. We have been praying for our husbands welfare, 
W hich fpecd we hope the better for our words : 

Arc they return’d? 

Loren. Madaffl,thcy are not yet : 

But there is come a Meffengcr before, 

T^gnifie their comming. 
f or. Go in Nerrijfa, 

Give order to my fervants,that they take 
No note at all of our being abfent hence, 
l^oiyoa Lerenz,OyIe^eanot yoa. , 

Loreft,Yout husband is at hand, I hcare his trumpcta 

Wearc no tell-tales Madam, feareym not. . 

For. This night me thinks is but the day light lickc, 

It lookes alittle paler, tis a day. 

Such as the day is when the Suane is hid. , , . 

£nter ’Safidnioytyfnthonio, 0 ratMHOMd thetr 
foffoioers. 

Pdf. We fhould hold day with the Antifodes, 

I f you would walkc in abfence of the Sunne. ^ 

Per. Let me give light, but let me not be light, 

For a light wife doth make a heavie husband. 

And never be fo for me. 

But God fort all ; you are welcome home nqr Lord. 


